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feel the grandeur and beauty of the great, 
where yon have not measured fully the lit- 
tle ? Detail is not the end of Art, but it is 
the means of it — as indispensable to it, as 
the knowledge of our letters to learning 

to write? 

» 

THE WODERITESS AMD ITS WATERS.* 
CHAP. V. 

THE EIVKB. 

The first feeling of disappointment over, 
the river grew more impressive. The 
blackness of its waters, and its perfect quiet 
— not a ripple of any kind being on the 
surface, and only the slightest perceptible 
current — together with its darkly clad 
banks, and the immense gaunt pines raising 
themselves silently at either hand, produced 
a melancholy tone of feeling, greatly in- 
creased by the absence of any mark of civi- 
lization. Everything was as wild as when 
the first Jesuit missionaries, in their bark 
canoes, explored these regions, if indeed 
they ever reached here. The river seemed 
only a cleft in the massive forest, and on 
each side a veil of maple, birch, iron- wood, 
mingled with balsams and the lesser firs, 
came down to the water's edge; and over 
them pines, often a hundred and fifty feet 
in height, shot up singly, their sombre 
green relieved darkly against'the blue sky, 
or with dead top limbs angularly laced, and 
bleakly surmounting their yet living bases. 
"We felt the sentiment of the wilderness now 
more fully than we had before, even when 
on the lonely lake, with forest-clothed hills 
rolling away on every side. The water, as 
we looked down into it, seemed Lethean, 
and I recalled the lines of Lowell — 

When he might 
Down some great river drift beyond men's sight 
To where the undethron6d forest's royal tent 
Broods with its hush o'er half a continent. 

Silently we re-launched the boats and 
turned down the river, the guides again 
taking the oars. A few miles down, we 
came to a break in the green wall which 
shut our vision in — a strip of marshy, natu- 
ral meadow several hundred feet wide, 
throngh. the middle of which ran a stream 
like that by which we had entered. Stand- 
ing up in the boat, we could see that the 
opening expanded as it receded from the 
river, and a broad, quiet lake, perhaps a 
mile and a half across, was stretched out 
before us, fringed by a wide strip of bul- 
rushes and marsh grass, aronnd which 
closed the monotonous forest. Bill caught 
sight of a deer, with head and neck just 
raised above the grass and rushes, and al- 
most as quick as thought caught up his rifle 
and fired, but the deer was still quicker, 
and we in the other boat caught a sight of 
the white tail raised in the air as he made 
two or three bounds and disappeared. 

It is wearisome even to tell of the miles 
of this grim, unchangeable forest which we 
passed through. It grew almost painful to 
look "upon the unvarying wall, which, stretch 
as far away as it might, still limited our 
vision, and we felt that there was indeed a 
wilderness world over which the forest held 
an inexorable sway. An occasional birch, 
yellow in the first autumn changes, or 
a delicately-leaved mountain-ash relieved 
slightly the monotone of green, but the mo- 
notony of foliage nothing relieved. There 

* Entered according to Act of Coogreic 



were no bold crags or wild passages, no 
clefts through the living rock which should 
give a picturesque variety — nothing but the 
deep, dark river winding through sombre 
forests, into which the eye could not pierce 
a boat's length. 

It was with pleasure, therefore, that we 
heard the guides say that we should soon 
reach the falls. We heard their murmur 
afar off, and soon saw the huge black 
bowlders that stood above the water at 
their head. Arresting the boats at one of 
these, the guides made such changes in the 
disposition of the cargo as would enable 
them safely to " run" the rapids. The guns 
were laid in the bottom of the boat, and 
we, the passengers, instructed to keep as 
low as was convenient, and the guides, 
taking in the oars, seated themselves in the 
stern with the paddles, and we pushed into 
the current, which bore us with accelerat- 
ing velocity towards the chute. Looking 
down we could see a long passage of foam- 
ing water rushing with fearful velocity be- 
tween black points of rock, making only a 
narrow channel through which to pass. 
We had no time to think, for as the boat 
entered the head of the first plunge it 
started forward, and instantly the black 
rocks were rushing past us indistinguish- 
ably. In the mid fall the bottom of the 
boat touched a point of rock, which, with 
a startling rudeness, rasped its whole length, 
and before we could recover from the trepi- 
dation which the probability of such a 
wreck had caused, we had passed the' rapid 
and were tossing on the deep water below. 
Looking now for Angler, who had preceded 
us, we found him at the edge of one of the 
channels, Bill keeping the boat fast to one 
of the rocks at the foot of the rapid, and 
with a trout already hooked. The game 
was small here, however, none of the fish 
weighing over a pound ; and after a short 
time Student and I raised a protest against 
catching any more, when we hud already 
thirty or forty large fish, the most of which 
wo must throw away. 

Below the falls the country gradually 
changed in its character. The land became 
lower, and the banks of the river were for 
the most part fringed with alders and other 
low bushes, and the water maples were the 
only trees which grew on the flat land, 
which, being free from all underbrush, and 
covered with heavy wild grass, and the 
maples resembling very strongly in shape 
and color of leafage, old apple trees, pro- 
duced the appearance of a neglected orch- 
ard. The illusion was indeed complete, 
and when at length we came to a little log 
cabin, with a clearing of a few acres on the 
higher land, a little back from the river, it 
was hard to persuade ourselves that it 
would be useless to land and look for some 
apples under the trees. We concluded to 
pay the cabin a visit, and as we heard the 
tinkle of a cow-bell, we hoped to get some 
milk. The cries of a pack of hounds greeted 
us as we landed where a stake driven in 
the bank, and a path worn to the water's 
edge, told us we might do so with ease, but 
disregarding the yelping and display of ca- 
nine courage, we walked up en masse to 
the cabin. The immediate surroundings 
were most unprepossessing, but the master 
of the house met us at the door with a 
half-drunken look of mingled welcome and 
repelling. Moodie said he was always 
drunk, and the haggard look of the wife, 



whose intense black eyes sunk hack into 
their wasted sockets, as if to throw their 
fires further and more keenly, and whoso 
face turned towards us with more defiance 
than anything else, indicated even more. 
She had still some womanly feeling, and 
did not care to be seen in this degradation, 
so, sullenly and without a word to any of 
us, went on with her work. Two dwarfish 
children, dirty and brown, and ragged, 
played without gaiety at the door, and 
shrunk back to their mother as we entered. 
The cabin was a single room, about fifteen 
feet square, roughly furnished, and we sat 
down on some wooden benches for a mo- 
ment before saying anything beyond the 
usual salutations. I endeavored to enter 
into conversation with the woman, but 
could succeed no further than to get an- 
swers to direct questions. 

They had lived there six years, the hus- 
band lumbering in the winter, raising a 
scanty crop of potatoes in the summer, and 
getting drunk as long as his winter's earn- 
ings, or an occasional sale of deer skins, or 
otter and mink pelts, would enable him to 
purchase liquor at the settlements. Sick 
of the spectacle, we bought of the woman 
a couple of quarts of milk, and went on our 
way. This we found resembled too much 
the lives of most of the settlers here. 
Without the stimulus of social influences, 
without any room for higher ambition, and 
craving excitement to break the monotony 
of life, every mental and spiritual quality 
dies out, and they descend to the' level of 
their dog-companions. Our ideal of the 
true independent hunter and backwoods- 
man, free, open, and noble-hearted, yielding 
to all the purer instincts quickened by con- 
stant contact with Nature, we found not. 

We resumed our journey, and as the 
afternoon had nearly passed away, we 
looked for a convenient place to camp. We 
found a spot of ground higher than the sur- 
rounding land, and quite dry and over- 
arched by trees, with a sloping bank upon 
which we might draw the boats. Here we 
landed, and the guides set at once about 
building a camp of hemlock and spruce 
boughs. I determined to try what could 
be done in the way of getting up a. dinner 
in the woods, and commenced examining 
our resources. We had bread, salt pork, 
cranberries, potatoes, and the partridge 
Student had killed the day before, with 
trout in any quantity, and sugar, pepper 
and salt. 

The first thing was to get the potatoes on 
the fire. This Moodie attended to, and in 
the meanwhile I dressed the partridge, 
while Student performed the same opera- 
tion with the fish. All the fragments of 
bread were soaked in one of the tin-pans, 
and I chopped a piece of fat pork very fine 
by the aid of the bowie knife, when bread 
and pork were mixed thoroughly together, 
with pepper and salt, and the large trout 
being split open through the back, as my 
mother had taught me once to split shad 
for baking, was filled with this "dressing;" 
then being wrapped in a number of thick- 
nesses of brown paper, was ready for the 
fire. I then cleared the coals away from 
the side of the blazing pile next the camp, 
and digging a trench in the hot ground 
large enough to lay the fish in, and six 
inches deep, I drew into it a bed of hot 
ashes and embers to the depth of about two 
inches, and on this laid the trout, enveloped 
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in an additional wrapping of maple leaves. 
The trench was then filled up with hot 
ashes and sand, and the fire drawn over it, 
and it was left to bake. The partridge was 
filled with the same dressing, and spitted 
on a maple branch laid on two forked 
sticks driven into the ground. A piece of 
pork held over it in the heat supplied bast- 
ing material. This all out of the way, and 
the potatoes boiled, I put some cranberries 
on the fire, and taking some more of the 
bread, set it to soak in one of the frying- 
pans to make a pudding. Unfortunately, 
Bill had upset the milk and spilled the 
larger half, and Angler had drank part of 
what remained, so the pudding must per- 
force be plain, but what milk there was 
went in, and the cranberries, when cooked 
enough, with sugar "to taste," made up 
the composition of this dish, which was 
placed, covered witli a pan, on a bed of 
coals and ashes under the immediate care 
of the fire, to wait its turn in the courses. 
Hoodie took the other frying-pan to fry 
some of the smaller fish in, and so our bill 
of fare was made out. 

Angler and Bill, meanwhile, were busy 
getting the bed ready. A quantity of 
hemlock limbs were cut, and the small 
branches picked off, avoiding all twigs 
large enough to make hard points to lie on, 
and spread evenly on the ground, to the 
thickness of three or four inches. By the 
time this was completed, the dinner was 
ready. Angler and Student, half famished, 
fell at the fried fish, and had partly made 
their dinners before I could dig my colos- 
sus out of his bed. Then, laying him on a 
large piece of bark, and carefully unrolling 
the coatings of leaves and paper, with 
which came the skin also, there lay a dish 
which would have made a gourmand's 
heart dance — the rich, deep red, salmon- 
like, and the delicious odor, exciting anew 
the admiration of all. I had said nothing 
of the dressing, and this, therefore, was a 
new surprise. I laid a portion of it on 
Angler's dish, and the ejaculative praise he 
bestowed on it would have satisfied a chef 
de cuisine. " Ah !" said he, " this beats 
all the fish I ever ate in my life. I give it 
up to you in the cooking, though I did not 
believe anybody could tell me anything in 
that line, so far as fish were concerned." 
" But) wait," said I, " there is partridge to 
eat." The fish-bones were thrown out by 
way of changing plates, aDd the partridge 
carved and the bones picked clean. " Any- 
thing else?" asked Student, at the same 
moment that Angler • burst out with, 
" What you got in that pan by the fire ?" 
I replied by setting the pudding in the 
midst and uncovering it. It was eaten 
without other sauce than the merriment it 
gave rise to, and we withdrew to make 
room for the guides, who preferred eating 
by themselves, as they had their own tea, 
an article we dispensed with. 

The good humor had become universal ; 
and, as we threw ourselves on the bed, 
Angler and Student with their cigars, and 
I, not being a smoker, with my dreams, 
Bill and Moodie became the dramatis per- 
sona. "Bill, you got the dew-dods?" 
roared the latter, to which Bill made re- 
sponse by bringing forth a small tin tea- 
pot and a brown paper containing the tea, 
and proceeded to " make the tea." There 
was a rough sort of backwoods humor in 
them, and the stimulus of the Chinese leaf 



brought it out in full force. To us, it was 
new, both in kind and material, and we 
were in convulsions of laughter until sleep- 
time. Neither of them were remarkable 
for personal beauty, and the force of their 
wit was expended on their physical pecu- 
liarities. Bill had very red hair, and 
Moodie called gravely to him to hold his 
head, he wanted to light his pipe. Bill re- 
torted by telling him that he couldn't 
smoke, for his jaws were as winding as a 
crust of bread, and he wouldn't know 
where to put the pipe in. "You lazy 
cuss," rejoined Moodie, " get away from 
the fire ; your shins will be so warped you 
won't get your boots off to-night, and you 
shan't get into bed with me with 'em on," 
and so repartee followed attack, until the 
tea was exhausted and bed-time came, 
when all hands turned out to cut and fetch 
wood for the night's fire. Three or four 
large balsams and dead spruces were felled, 
and chopped into lengths of six or eight 
feet, and piled by the fire. Then a green 
birch, to keep the fire, was served in like 
manner, ■ and we prepared for sleep by 
throwing about a cord of the logs on, with 
two or three pieces of the birch uppermost, 
then, wrapping our blankets around us, lay 
down, as before, side by side. Moodie was 
asleep and snoring before our eyes had 
twinkled; and Angler shouted stentorially 
to him, "Shut up your dew-dod till we 
get to sleep," a command which I pre- 
sume he obeyed, for I heard no more of 
him until morning. 
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It is Sunday, and the little Austrian vil- 
lage feels the influence of the day. The 
citizens walk about, dressed in their finest. 
The peasants come trooping along the high- 
way, they pour down the hill-sides, and 
the last stroke of the church-bell finds the 
accumulated population of many miles 
around hushed for the mass. Don't laugh 
at tbem — those burghers, with the dress 
and airs that are meant to be metropolitan. 
Don't laugh at them — those country dames 
and damsels, with caps of gold tissue and 
yards of broad bright ribbon dangling down 
their backs. They are here to worship 
with all their mind — with all their heart, 
and with all their strength — after their 
fashion. 

Perhaps yon would rather see less dis- 
play and less poverty — fewer ribbons and 
more cleanliness. Have patience! The 
fumes from the censer will soon mask this 
mephitic manifestation of neglected hu- 
manity. 

I assist with pleasure at these shows. 
The sight of so many human creatures wor- 
shiping touches me, and when the organ 
peals, and all the people chant, the tears 
rusli into my eyes. I 6ee the picture of the 
dying Lord through wreaths of sunlit 
smoke, and the stone building vibrating to 
the sound, seems to thrill and tremble at 
the real presence. I take my stand near 
an old woman, old from cares apparently, 
and from woe and grief, rather than from 
years, and I watch her withered face as it 
kindles, I listen to her voice as it rises and 
strengthens with the hymn. 

I cannot but feel that, in this institution, 
these people have a great blessing. I wish 
that the priest who has taught them Latin 
prayers, would have also taught them to 



wash themselves, and not to obliterate the 
form and impede the movements of their 
bodies with frippery. Alas ! the same gold 
that gleams from their clothes glitters on 
the altar and on the priest's back ; it dazzles 
the eye that would see the elevated Host! 

It is a system, and great minds have 
tried to mend it and have been nonplussed. 
We must let it alone. Eeligion, said a 
bishop to a friend of mine, must be made, 
thick enough to be felt* 

What I think might be remedied is, the 
establishment kept by a Jew ten steps 
away from the church door, where wine 
and schnapps are dealt out to the worship- 
ers for their money, after the mass is over. 
I have a great respect for liberty, and am, 
pretty nearly, an out-and-out free-trade 
man, but, if I were an Austrian minister, 
I would use physical force to keep that Jew 
within the Mosaic 6ix days wherein to do 
all his work of destruction. A Protestant 
clergyman read a sermon here a few weeks 
since to a few persons, and got a visit from 
the lieutenant of police, and an intimation 
that another offence would be followed 
by condign punishment. The Jew sends 
crowds out of his shop every Sunday with 
fire in their stomachs and hell in their eyes, 
with impunity. Can you explain this? In 
America, I could understand one part of it 
very well. In Austria, where the govern-, 
ment is paternal, I cannot. Instruments 
to perform its orders are surely not want- 
ing. They are effective, and they ask no 
questions. I was walking, the other day, 
in Vienna, with an Austrian friend, and 
stopped to observe a body of Galician lan- 
cers as they rode by. They were fine men 
and well mounted. Men and beasts looked 
well cared for, sleek and clean, sound and 
effective. There, said my friend (who 
spoke English imperfectly), see those sol- 
diers : not one has yet ever seen a twenty, 
kreutzer piece, yet, how nice they are! 
They would have run their own fathers 
through the day after they were enrolled, 
without winking. ■ " God preserve us!" 
cried I. "Yes, sir, and only one thing 
puzzles them— how a man can keep a 
brandy shop; because, if it was he, he 
would drink it all up and never stop!" ' 

There are two ways of governing both 
man and 'beast. The cavesson, the bit, 
the whip, and spur, are effective: they are 
simple, too, and they soon enable us to sub- 
stitute our own will for the natural in-- 
stincts and volitions of the • noblest and 
most generous of quadrupeds and of bipeds. 
The horse becomes a machine, and the 
jaded hack dies, at last, in the knacker's 
yard — his vital energy gone, he gives all 
that is left of his noble being to- civi- 
lization, his hide to the tanner, his meat to 
dogs and fowls, his bones to the button 
maker. The Arab's steed lies prostrate in 
bis master's tent; his back is weary with 
the weight of his friend, but his flanks still 
form a cushion for the children. They pet 
his noble neok and play with his innocont 
lips. If they hurt him, he admonishes 
them, and' their parent watches theni lest 



* As compared with the precepts, the ltvies of these, 
people may be anything. but pure, yet I cannot but thinly 
that they are the better and happier for those precepts.. 
As their voices follow with a discordant note the grand 
tones of the organ, yet, on the whole, make a certain, 
harmony with it; so, despite of vices and folly, they- 
are, as a mass, Christian ; and if their Christianity be 
Imperfect, let us remember that their religion. Is to their 
rulers a political engine quite as much as a moral dIa-\ 
cioline. 



